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It\'s something that you are 


Author's Notes: 

There have been rumors that Dave wrote the song, \Something That I\'m Not\ about David after they broke 
up in 2002. | wanted to try and capture David\'s feelings about the break up and about Dave moving Megadeth 
forward without him. Also, | know my timeline is off with David bringing suit against Dave. For fiction purposes, 
just go with it. 


It's been a little over two years and every morning | wake up with a jolt. I've mastered it by now, of course. 
I'm able to disguise it. But the first few months, I'd wake up sweating, a scream just about to escape my lips. 
Julie attributed it to the drastic change in our lives. The way Dave and | had our falling out. She was a lot 
more accurate than she knew. But she didn't understand the depths of my terror. And | could never, ever tell 


her. 


| was with him the day he began getting those sharp pains. The day the end began. We were spending one of 
our weekends together up in the cottage we kept that nobody knew about. After families and such, our 
weekends every two or three months were all we got. | was still asleep. A perfect, blissful sleep that | haven't 


had since. He woke me up with his grumbling and hissing. I'll never forget the look on his face when | rolled 


over. He was scared, | could see it in his eyes. 
"What's the matter?" | asked softly, sitting up and letting the sheets fall off of my chest. 
"Fucking hurts. My stomach hurts so bad" He doubled over and hissed softly. 


| remember putting my arms around him and he immediately crumbled into me. We laid in bed with me 
stroking his hair and asking questions about the pain. Through some armchair diagnosing, we determined it was 
either a ruptured appendix or kidney stones. It must be true, what they say. The pain was unbearable. He 
writhed and groaned, tears pooled in the corners of his eyes. 


We had no choice. | drove him to the hospital nearest our recording studio that we lied about using at the 
time and | called Pam. And then | slowly drifted away. | remember him laying on the exam bea, in a flimsy 


gown. Pam was bustling over him and he let his eyes settle on me. 'I love you' | mouthed and then disappeared. 


| received a text from him a short time later telling me he felt the need to enter a rehab program, yet again, 
because of the pain meds they gave him in the hospital. Okay, | texted back. And told him I'd be waiting when 
he got out. 


When news of the arm injury hit me, | was devastated Devastated that | couldn't be there to help him get 
through it. Devastated that he stopped reaching out to me, also. Devastated that, without consulting me, he 
decided to give up. | tried to reach him, tried to talk him out of giving the band up. Tried to be positive for 


him, make him believe that he'd recover. Maybe he misunderstood me. | don't know. 


We sat at the tiny little table in one of our favorite restaurants. He had folders of paperwork in front of him. 


Take it, he told me. It's as much yours as it is mine, he said. 


lm done. | can't do this anymore. And l'm tired, Junior. So tired." There was a sadness in his eyes. At the time, 


| attributed it to his health. To his belief that his career was over. 


It didn't dawn on me until | sat in my car, numb, replaying the conversation over and over in my mind, that he 
was dumping me. | sat across from him, nodding and agreeing the entire time. What a fucking dumbass! In a 
desperate rage, | found him again and screamed at him that it wasn't over. That | didn't want a dime of 


Megadeth money if | didn't have him along with it. 


Yeah, okay. Probably not the smartest thing I've ever done, kicking the hornets’ nest, as it were. Twenty years, 
though. Twenty years we'd been side by side. | loved him. | needed him. And he just tried to pay me off to walk 
out of his life. No, | couldn't accept that. As | was screaming and my tears flowed so freely, begging him to 
stay with me, not to leave me like that, | looked down at Justis. He was a mere ten year old boy, clutching his 
father's hand. Staring up at his Uncle David, scared of the raving madman in front of him. Dave went silent 
and still. He knew, at that very moment, it had become clear to me the way it must have become clear to him 


while he was in rehab over in Texas. 


We had become way too complicated to continue. 


‘lm sorry. l'm sorry, Justis. | didn't mean to scare you." | remember my voice cracked as | bent down on one 


knee and held my arms open. 
"Give Uncle David a hug and tell him ‘see ya later!" Dave tried to sound cheerful but he didn't succeed. 


The boy slowly melted into my embrace and | looked up at Dave. 'I love you' | mouthed. He smiled sadly and 
touched my hair before they disappeared. 


The terror didn't start to seep in until | heard, through a friend, that Dave was working on his arm. He was 
doing intense therapy to recover and teach himself to play again. He didn't call to tell me this himself. And, 
though | knew why, it still hurt like hell. | began to feel scorned, bitter. How could he dump me like that and 


then move on and not include me? 


Bitterness has a way of creeping into your soul and changing who you are, who you were, and how you 
perceive things, both past and present. It began by giving him a dig or two in an interview. I'd say something in 
reference to the music or the band when | really meant it toward him and our relationship. He retaliated in 


kind. And my nightmares and terror were born. 


Julie would say, ‘Screw him, David! Stop letting him fuck you over! He owes youl! Suddenly, Julie became my 
best friend, my confidante, the one who never left my side. So | began to listen to her. 


The public barbs and digs went on and on. Each one tearing away at my heart and soul. He said that Megadeth 
was his and only his. He said that | was hired help and poor help at that. | couldn't keep time. | was greedy and 
whined too much. | was a pushover and a pussy who couldn't stand up for myself. When he said | couldn't even 
handle my own bass parts, what he was really saying was that | was a lousy lay. | knew it. | could read 
between the lines. After all, I'd been sending the same message to him. | said that his arm injury was faked so 
that he could dump his bandmates and start over with fresh meat. 


The System Has Failed, he called it. Maybe | was becoming paranoid, but | saw even this as a dig at me. He 
meant our relationship. Our relationship has failed, every single facet of it. Our partnership in the band, our 
friendship, our status as lovers. All failed in his eyes. He released it the day after his birthday. The day after | 
sat alone at the cottage, waiting, hoping, praying that he would show up, like he had for several birthdays 
previous. | had dialed his number and hung up a dozen times. After all the insults and fighting we had done, | 
knew in my heart that all he would need to do is walk in the door and I'd forgive him instantly. I'd beg for his 


forgiveness as well. 
We loved each other passionately. We fought each other passionately. 
The terror grew after it appeared he, and the new band, had moved on. | was waking up multiple times every 


night, jarred from dreams of him. Some dreams were good. We had reconciled and we were spending the 


weekend together, making love and telling one another how much we loved and cared. Most dreams were bad. | 


had a recurring dream where | got a phone call in the middle of the night saying that he was killed in some 
horrible tour bus accident. A little like what happened to Cliff, only Dave had been alive after the accident and 
he asked for me. "Tell him | love him" were his last words, they said. And then the worst dream of all was 
how Megadeth had gone on to huge success and Dave was living a life of pure luxury and he'd finally gotten 


his Grammy and his induction into the Hall of Fame and, when asked about me, his response was, "Who?" 


That one always made me bolt upright in the bed, panting and sweating. To be forgotten by him would be the 


worse fate of all. 


On satellite radio, | heard the first song he released. It was called Die Dead Enough. It was good. It was true 
Mustaine fashion. And, as egocentric as | was, | couldn't find a shred of meaning in it to apply to myself. That 
should have pleased me. But it only made me angrier. It was like a message to me anyway, saying he's 
forgotten about me. Julie had tried to switch the radio off, calling Dave a ‘selfish, arrogant asshole who only 


cared about himself. | batted her hand away and said | needed to hear it. 
She huffed and said, "Thank God you're not with him anymore!" 
"What?" | panicked and nearly drove off the road 


"In the band. Thank God you're not in the band anymore. He would have just kept dragging you down and selling 
you short. Probably try to get you using again, too." 


"He's not using anymore." 
She scoffed and crossed her arms over her chest. "Yeah, right. You don't have to defend him anymore." 


Didn't have to. But against my own wife, it still came naturally. After all of this, | would still choose him over 
her. And oddly, that just made me angrier with him. 


He hadn't forgotten about me after all. | almost giggled like a child when a courier came to the front door 
bearing a small package. "From your distributor." He said, Clearly a mix up. | have no distributor. | signed for it, 
nevertheless. And when | ripped the package open, it was my very own copy of The System Has Failed. 


With it squeezed between my hands, | crept down into my man cave. My makeshift jam room in the basement. 
| studied the cover art before unwrapping the clear, plastic shrink wrap. | read the credits and the thank you 
page. Dave thanked Pam and the kids and God before thanking just about every other person on the planet. 


Except me. 
The first song began and | closed my eyes and listened. It was good. They were all good. The bass parts were a 
little waning if you asked me. They sounded elementary and simplistic. Dave had to know he was talking out of 


his ass when he said | wasn't any good. 


Track after track, | heard his voice, his signature growl and his unparalleled guitar sound. The eighth track 


began without an intro, his voice was gruff and it spoke directly to me. | listened to the words he was 
throwing out and | broke out in a sweat. My head swam and | couldn't breath. This is why he sent me the disc. 
This was his message. A message telling me that | was nothing, that | deserved to be mocked and laughed at, 
that | betrayed him and that | was hopeless. And that he was none of these things. | was the bad guy. 

| was the bad guy? 

| jumped to my feet and ejected the CD. With a howl so loud and angry, | cracked the disc in half and threw it 
against the wall. All | ever did was support him and love him and please him. | fucking lived for him. | changed 
who | was for him! And this is what | get in return? Fuck that. Fuck him! | snatched up the phone and dialed 
his number. | fully intended on leaving him a nasty voicemail, thinking he'd never answer it if he knew it was 
me. But he did answer. 

"What do you want, Junior?" He sounded tired. 

"| got your little gift today." 

"What gift is that?" 

"You sent the new album." 

"| didn't. You didn't want to be a part of this so | left it. | let you be." 

"You let me be? You fucking wrote a song blasting me! Dave, all | ever." 


"All you ever what?" 


"Two years have passed and | have nightmares that you die and | can't get to you. | wake up sweating and 
practically screaming. All | ever wanted." 


"What?" 
| wanted you." | whispered as my throat closed. 


"Bullshit" 


"Is not bullshit, Dave! You know it's not! Look inside your heart and tell me I'm not there. Tell me | never was 


there!" 
"You were never there, Junior." 


"YOU'RE A FUCKING LIAR!!!" | screamed into the phone, angry tears stinging my eyes. 


"You're the liar. That's something that I'm not." 


The following morning, | sat in my lawyer's office with Julie at my side. We filed suit against Dave for eighteen 
million dollars. He wanted to call me a liar and a pushover and a pussy. I'll make damn sure to prove to him 


that l'm not. 


